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THE ALDINE. 




"John H. Smith " was two-and-twenty, and possibly- 
weighed about one hundred and twenty pounds. 
" Bride " had measured some five-and-thirty years, 
and had an avoirdupois of approaching two hundred 
pounds, not to mention a promising mustache, which 
" Smith " had not, even incipiently. " Smith " seemed 
of about the calibre of a small shopkeeper ; " Bride " 
might have been a landed proprietress in a small 
way, to judge by the amount of cheap jewelry load- 
ing her flounced, overskirted and pull-backed trav- 
eling costume. " Smith " was subduedly happy ; 
11 Bride " was overwhelmingly so. They snuggled 
away into a corner, and kept that corner all the way 
down, except when " Smith " descended for refresh- 
ments, which he afterward fed his darling in the 
mother-bird way. " Bride," while he was gone, flut- 
tered uneasily and seemed bereaved, relapsing into 
beatific happiness when he returned. Which of the 
two, of that couple, formed the couch to the other, 



THE GLEN, NEWPORT. — J. D. Woodward. 

most of the time, I can not state — they seemed to 
lie upon each other, alternately and miscellaneously. 
They cooed to each other, constantly and wonder- 
fully. They ate candies, ruinously. They were the 
two happiest people I ever saw, in a somewhat long 
life. That is why I have taken the liberty of dealing 
with them. The world is not all a desert and a hum- 
bug. " John H. Smith and Bride " have found a 
Utopia still existing. May they never wander out of 
it ! Long bloom the orange flowers, and flourish the 
bridal roses ! I have said. — John Thompson, Jr. 



THREE NEWPORT \ PICTURES. 

In spite of the claims to public favor, as summer 
sea-shore resorts, presented for many years by Cape 
May, and during the past few by Long Branch (with 
the attraction of the Presidential residence added), 
it can not be questioned that Newport maintains all 



its old ascendency as the most fashionable of the 
marine watering-places of America, and can not be 
rivaled by any other on the score of the wealth and 
fashion represented by its visitors. Whether this 
continued ascendency (spite of the numerical stand- 
ing of Long Branch as to visitors) is to be attributed 
to the fine old flavor imparted by the circular remain 
alternately called a Norse tower and a windmill, giv- 
ing a certain air of the "castle," and thus imitating 
the Old World — or whether the 'vicinity of Fort 
Adams and the opportunity thus afforded the ladies 
of hop-ing and flirting with the military officers, has 
anything to do with this pleasant continuance in 
reputation — or whether the opportunity for elegant 
" cottage-life " afforded by the fine bluff is really the 
secret — or whether, after all, the aggregated beauty 
of the place, marine and inland, furnishes the solu- 
tion of the problem — all this, probably, must for 
the time remain a moot point in society. 
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NEGRO HEAD, NEWPORT. — J. D. Woodwakd.. 



Meanwhile, Newport is; unquestionably a beautiful 
residence, with very pleasant surroundings. There 
is a spice of antiquity — that is, antiquity for America 
— about the houses of the old town, very attractive 
to those who have snuffed the like aroma in the Old 
World and yet do not wish to make their homes 
abroad. The harbor is very fine, as a picturesque 
object, as well as in-depth of water and commodious- 
ness as a place of shelter for fleets and a sailing- 
ground for regattas. The rides over the "island of 
Rhode Island," all the way from Newport to the 
place of junction with; the main land, at the Stone 
Bridge House at the extreme northern end,— these 
are certainly very fine, with breezes attainable when 
there are any abroad on the continent, and with 
more of the Frenchy old windmills in sight at any 
one time than can be found elsewhere this side of 
the Pas de Calais, on the British Channel. The ride, 



of course, is the afternoon one to Fort Adams, to 
exhibit costumes, see the officers, and hear the band 
play ; even that to the trathing-beach is second to 
this exhibition. Then there are Paradise and Purga- 
tory, two features at the east side of the island, very 
different in appearance, and yet equally popular as 
resorts, and accredited with having assisted in bring- 
ing about as many marriages as any other two places 
between Casco Bay and the capes of Virginia. Still 
other rides are those to the Glen, the Spouting Cave, 
Lily Pond, and many places that are nameless but 
duly appreciated.; while the opportunities for boat- 
ing excursions are literally innumerable — to West 
Island and Seconnet, some ten miles eastward and 
seaward, with perhaps the finest fishing on the whole 
coast; to the Dumpling Rocks and Fort Dumpling; 
to Fort Adams by water ; and to many other points. 
Probably nothing at Newport or in the neighbor- 



hood is really so picturesque as the old fort with the 
culinary name, "Fort Dumpling," of which, in the 
present issue, Woodward has drawn so excellent a 
picture, and Cole has engraved it with a delicacy 
worthy of his rising reputation. Certainly no spot 
on the whole island is more dear to the hearts of 
lovers -than "The Glen," the favorite ride at the 
shades of evening, of which we have also a fine pic- 
ture, from the same pencil and the same burin. And 
the lovers of the sombre and the impressive may 
"travel far and tarry long away," before discovering 
any scene more intrinsically grand within the same 
space, than that presented by the sombre " Negro 
Head," fronting the open ocean, scourged by the 
winds and beaten by the waves, and presenting so 
grand a spectacle of rugged endurance — thanks 
again to the pencil of Woodward, but in this instance 
to the burin of Juengling. 



